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WAS quiet and serene in the hour before dawn, but down in the shelters people were already awaking The seepage of water in the cellars had made their habitation increasingly unbearable It flowed down from Tamka Street and streamed out of the rums of the house at No 19 Topiel Street Some tried to pump the water out or to bail it out with buckets, but finalK they gave up Planks were then knocked together into primitive rafts. Jumping from raft to raft, one could go from one end of a cellar to the other, and move frorr shelter to shelter.
I had never imagined that human beings could be as wretched as the civilians in Warsaw in this second month of the Uprising. The faces of the wxmien were dreadful to look at, and the children weie sfcHy and hungry Many cried all the time. Others pkyed in the filthy water flooding their shelters.
At night the post changed from a front-line position into a munitions factory. I now found the boys admiring their latest handiwork: a row of brand-new hand grenades, fashioned oat of blade stockings. I had seen them at work, sitting in a circle, carefully measuring the amount of explosive to be poured into limp stockings or making peculiar pins for these grenades. Others would pour the explosive mixture into bottles and code them, while their comrades would attach the fuses.
Sweeper had been wounded slightly in lie leg while on the observation post Stefan, the todbut, was also wounded He was the second observer witibia a week to be knocked out I took Stefan down to tibe dressing station. He cursed loudly and xniaced no words m CK-
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